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Only Chapter 


Author's Notes: 
| own nothing but the words. 


The time ticked by slowly. Ever since he left, nothing has been the same. Its more quiet, more empty. The 
room we shared was now barren of any sign of him. The house was such a mess and the fridge was full of 


food that must've expired about a week ago. 


| hadn't eaten much. | just laid in this bed. It had the faint smell of him. It made me happy to have that with 
me. Well, happier than I've been, to say the least: 


| missed him. More and more each day. He's constantly on my mind, always making his way to my thoughts. | 
don't quite remember why he left. It was over some stupid argument, something about me never being good 
enough. | tried. | tried so hard but | guess my effort wasn't enough for him. 


| occasionally get visitors but its not often Its mostly just Matt or Arin asking if i was okay. OF course | 
always responded with a simple ‘yes' and a reassuring smile and they'd completely buy it, thank god. 


My phone vibrated on the bedside table. | turned over to my side, reaching over and grabbed it, noticing it was 
a text message. from Matt. | opened it and it was just a reminder that he was going to stop by. But there was 
also another text message. It was from him. When | opened it, | noticed that it was a group chat. As i read the 
messsge, i made my way downstairs to the living room for a drink. It was an invite.. to a wedding. Wonder ful. 
Pain struck my heart once again. | fell to my knees, spilling my water all over the living room carpet. choking 
out sobs. | hoped he would come back, reason with me, but it seems hes completely moved on, just like | 
should've long ago. 


There was a knock at the door. It was silent, then two more knocks came. 


| smacked my hand to my mouth, silencing my cries. It was silent for a bit until another knock echoed the 


room. 


"Hey, you in there?" An all too familiar voice cut through the silence. "| was just wondering how you were 


doing.” He continued. "Can | come in?" His question was muffled by the door. 

"Why?" | asked him, my voice shaking as | wiped away the tears. 

‘| need to talk to you." He sounded worried. 

"If it's about the wedding, l'm not going. Mark me off the reservation list." | replied, my voice cracking. 


He sighed. "It's not about the wedding. There is no wedding, man, it was an experiment the guys and | put 
together. That text was sent two fucking weeks ago, Zacky! Two fucking weeks." He raised his voice. 


And then silence. 


"L-look, you said it was over. So many times. Why are you here? I'm the one who was supposed to crawl back 


to you, not the other way around." A tear slipped down my cheek 

The door knob twisted and the door opened just enough for him to peek in 

"Fucking christ, you look horrible, have you eaten anything?" He asked, opening the door wider, letting himself in 
| stayed quiet. He held out his hand for me to take it but | swatted it away as | picked myself off of the 
ground. | glared at him, filled with hate. Why was | angry? Im supposed to be happy he's here, right? I've 
wanted this to happen since the day he left and it finally is and yet I'm still pissed. 


| looked at him, shaking my head as | turned around, walking over to the stairs. 


"Where are you going?" He asked. My hand was resting on the rail. 


"lm going back to bed. | don't want to talk" | muttered, turning back to face the stairs. 

"Well | do, so can you please just hear me out?" He whined, a tinge of annoyance in his voice. 

“There's nothing | have to say. You told me you were leaving, I'm confused why you're back." 

“Alright, well let me explain why I'm back to clear things up for you." 

"Look, | don't want to do this and l'm sure as hell you don't either. Just leave now and fucking forget me." With 
that being said, | walked up the stairs, making my way to my room. Once inside, | shut the door and locked it, 
sitting with my back against the cool wood. | pulled my knees up to my chest, crossing my arms over them 
and resting my head in them. 

| heard his heavy footsteps on the stairs, getting louder with each step as he came closer. 


He was right at the door now. The door knob wiggled as he tried to open it. 


"C'mon, please let me in. l'm sorry." He was begging. God, if i had a dollar for how many times | begged for him 


to stay | wouldn't be so fucking depressed. 


"No, you fucking told me, no," | chuckled, "you SPIT it at me, that you were completely done. Just go, leave like 


you've done before." | growled at him from behind the closed door. 


‘lm sorry I've ruined everything. Please, | just fucking, | don't know, Ive tried letting you go, I've tried shaking 


you away but you're always on my mind.” He trailed off when his voice cracked mid sentence. 


‘I'm missing you, more and more every second l'm alone." | could hear him sniffling. He never cries. The only 


time | could recall him crying was when Jimmy had passed. 


"How can | be so sure you're just saying that. That you're just feeling bad for me, maybe you're just gonna 


hurt me like you've done before." | was less angry now, more concerned. 


" Because I've changed. All the mistakes I've made with you | regret. Please, | need you back. | need you so 


much." | heard a him putting his hands on the door. "Please.?" | heard them slide lower. 
| got up, unlocking the lock and opened the door. 


There he was, on his knees. He looked up at me, cheeks stained and eye brows furrowed. His lips formed a 


frown. He got up, standing right in front of me. 


"l-Im sorry." Was all that he choked out before wrapping his arms around me. | was hesitant, but gave in and 


wrapped my arms around him. 


| never wanted to hurt you. " He said. | could feel his tears staining my shirt. 


XX XX 


| suppose in the end, it never really matters. After that night, he left once more. I've gotten over it somewhat, 


but I'm tired of remembering. 

All of this pain has finally gotten to me, and It needs to end. 

‘It all ends sooner or later." | muttered to myself as | spread me arms like wings. The officer below me has 
been telling me to not do it through his megaphone, but | simply took a foot off the ledge and closed my eyes 


as my body tipped forward. 


As i neared the end, the sounds of police sirens and the 


horrid screams of the growing crowd grew louder as | fell closer. 


| opened my eyes and smiled as my whole world went black. 


